









Tkefirft ptrtef the contention of the two foment 
Tor as thefucking child or harmlefle lamb. 

So is he innocent of treafon to our fate. 

Enter S nffb/ke. 

How now SuifoIke,where s our vnckle? 

Stiff. Dead in his bed, my Lord,GJofter is dead. 

The King falls in a two one. 

Qseene Ayme.theKmgis dead:help,hel P) my lords. 

Sujf. Comfort my Lord, gracious Henry,comfort. 

Km* What doth my Lord of SufFolke bid me comfort* ■ 
Came he euen now tofinga Rauens note, 

And thinkes he that the cherping of a Wren, 

By crying comfort through a hollow voice, * 

Can fatifhe.my griefes,or eafe my heart? 

Thou balcfull meflenger, out ofmy fi^ht, 

For euen in thy eie-balls murther fits, ° 

Yet do notgorcomcBafalfcke 
And kill the fcel'y gazer with thv lookes-. 

Qreeene Why do. you rate my lord ofSuffoIke thus. 

As ir that he had caufde Duke Humphreys death? 

Xhe Duke and I too, you know were enemies. 

And you had beft fay that I did murther him. 

King. Ah woe is me,for wretched Gloftcrs death. " 

S»eene Be woe for me, more wretched then he was, 
Whatdoft thou turnc away and hidethy face? 

I am no loathfonie leaper,!ooke on me, 

W as 1 for this nie wrackt vpon the fea? 

And thrice by aukward winds driuen backefrofri Englands 
What might it bode, but that well foretelling (£>ouncf$* 

Winds faidfeeke not a fcorpions neaft. 

Enter the Earles ofWarwickt andXaljbury. 

_ My lord, the Commons like an angry hiuc of bees, - 

Run vp and downe,caring not whom they fhng. 

For good H umphrcys death,whom they report 
* -* ° furthered by Suffolkc and the Cardinal here. 

King That he is dead (good Warwicke)is too true, 
i^ut hovy hbdiedjGodknoweSjnot Henry. 

War,' Enter his priuy chamb,er mV lord,and vicw the body. 
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houfeSyofTcrke and Lancajler. 

Good father flay Vou with the rude multitude, til I retume. 
y s b. I wilHonnc. exit Satsbarj. 

Wartticke drones the enrtaines and p>ewes Duke 
Humphrey in his bed. 

gine Ah vnckle Glofter,heauen receiue thy foule. 

Farewell poore Henries ioy,now thou art gone. 

War. Now by hisfoule,that tooke our lb ape vpon him. 
Tofree vs from his fathers dreadful curfe, 

I am refolu d that violent hands were laid, 

Vpon thelife ofthisfamousDuke. 

M. A dreadfull oath fworne with a folemne tongue, 
V'hatinftance giues Lord Warwicke for thefe wordes? 

War. Oft haue I feene a timely parted ghoft, 

Ofafhie femblance,pale and bloudlefle: 

Butloe.the bloud is fetled in the face. 

More better coloured, then when he liude, 

His well proportioned beard made rough and feme. 

His fingers fpread abroad as one that grafpt for life. 

Yet was by flrength furprifde,the lead of thefe are probable, 
Itcannot chufe buthc wasmurthered. 

Q ueene SufFolke and the Cardinall had him in charge. 

And they I truft fir, are no mur thercre. 

War. Yea, but twas well knownetheywere not his friends. 

And tis well feenc,he found fome enemies. 

Card. But haue you no greater proofes then thefe? 

War. Who fees a heifer dead and bleeding frelh, 

And fees hard by a butcher with an axe, 

But wil fufpeft twas he that made the (laughter? 

W ho finds the partrige in the puttockesneaft. 

But will imagine how the bird came there, 

Although the Kite fbare with vnbloudy beake? 

Euen fo fufpitious is this T ragedie. 

f ueene Are you the Kite Bewford,where’syour talants? 
IsSuffolkethe butcher, where’s hisKnife? 

Sujf. I weare no Knife to {laughter fieeping men, 

But heresa vengefullfword ruffed with eafe. 

That fiiall be fcoured in his rancarous heart, 
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